128          LIFE ON THE  STAGE
resource to a stimulant, and on the fifth she was cast down, silent, miserable, and humiliated.
That night "our baby" came to the theatre. She was one of those aggressively sociable infants, who will reach out and grasp a strange whisker rather than remain unnoticed. She had pretty little, straight features and small, bright eyes that were fairly purply blue. I had her — of course in so public a place it was my right to have her — she was over my shoulder. I was standing near the star-room. The door opened and next moment I heard a long, low, "Oo-h!" and then again, "O-o-h! a — baby, and awake! and the peace of heaven yet in its eyes!"
I turned my head to look at Miss Western, and her face quickened my heart   Her glowing eyes were fastened upon " baby/' with just the rapt, uplifted look one sees at times before some Roman Catholic altar.   It was beautiful!   She gave a little start and exclaimed, as at a wonder:    "Its hand!  oh, its tiny,  tiny hand!"   Just with the very tip of her forefinger she touched it, and "baby" promptly grasped the finger and gurgled cordially. Her face flushed red, she gave a gasp:   " Good God! " she cried, "it's touching me, me!   It is, see — see!"   Sudden tears slipped down her cheeks.   " Blessed God! " she cried, " if you had but sent me such a one, all would have been different!   I could never bring disgrace or shame on a precious thing like this! "
As she raised the tiny morsel of a hand to her lips the prompter sharply called: "The stage waits, Miss Western!" and she was gone.
Poor, ill-guided, unhappy woman! it was always and only the stage that waited Miss Western.